
' The Tragedie 

Gio.T u fh,that wa s in the rage: 

Spcakc it againe,and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy loue, 
S hall for thy lone kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou /halt bcacceflarie. 

La. I would /knew thy heart, 

Gio, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I feare me both arefal/e, 

Gio, Then neucr man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your fword, 

G(o. Say then nay peace is made. 

La. That /hall you know hereafter. 

Gio. But 1 /hall liue in hope. 

La. All men I hope liue Co. 
gio.V ouchfafe to wcare this rin». 

La, To take is not to giue. ° / 9tt 

GU.Look how this ringincompaOeth thy fin’ 
Eucn fo thy breaftindofeth my poorc heart; 
Were both ofthem,for both of them are thine: 
And ir thy poorc luppliantmay 
But be» one fauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doeft confirmchis happinc/Tefor «uer : 
La. What is it? 

And prefentlyrepaire to Crosbieplace, 
Whereafter /haucfolemncly enterred 
At Chertfie Monafteric this noble Kin» 

La. With all my heart, & much itioyes me too. 

To feeyou are become fopenitentt 7 * 

T rv r • Ba / dey,§oe alon S with me. 

Gto* Bid me farewells 

La. Tis more then yottdeferue ; 

Batfinceyou teach me how toflattcryou 

Imagine /hauc aid farewell alreadic. ^ Exit, 
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of Richard the third. 

C/#.Sin, take vp the coffe. 

• S White' Fryerstthere attenrTmy conmiing. 
w /«,r womanin tl* humor woe HE,..-. *"« <?*• 
Was eu:r woman in this humour wonne? 

He hauc her, but I will notkeepe her long. 

Whatlthat kildher husband & her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate : 

With curfesinher moutb,tcares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witne/Tc of her hatred by 5 

Hauin<’ Goci,her confcfence,and thefe barres againftmee, 

And I nothing to backc my fute withall 

Buttheplainc Diuell and di/Tembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath file forgot alreadic that braue Prince 

Edward , her Lord, ;whom I fome three months fince 
Jtabd in my angry mood at T cwxbury i 
A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature: 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royall, 

7*he fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fiiee yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweetc Prince, 

And made her widdow to a wofull bed? 

On me,whofe all not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnlhapen thus ? 

My dukedome to a beggerly denier, 

1 do miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life flic finds,a!though I cannot 
My felfe,tobe a maruailous proper man. 

/le be at charges for a Looking-glafle, 

And entertaine fome /core or two of tailors 
To ftudie fafiiions to adore my bodie. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

1 will maintaine it with a little coft. 

But firfl /ieturneyou fellow in his graue, 

And then rcturne lamenting to my loue. 

.Shine out faire funne,till I hauc bought a glafle, 

That / may fee my fhadow as /pafle. Exit. 
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